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MR. EDWARD JOHNSON 


Perhaps no citizen has the welfare of this city more at heatt 
or plans more sincerely to meet its needs than Edward Johnson. 
The new Pathological Department of the Guelph General Hos- 
pital is indebted to him for the proceeds of this recital, his services 
being given lavishly and generously. 


Mr. Johnson was educated in ‘Guelph and in New York. His 
first great success was scored in the tenor role of “The Waltz 
Dream.” Shortly after, he gave up light opera to prepare for 
grand opera, studying in Paris jand France under Maestro 
Vincenzo Lombardi. 


At the great Opera at La Scala, Mr. Johnson was known as 
Edoardo di Giovanni. Here he made wonderful strides—one of his 
greatest achievements being the re- -creation of the title role of 
“Parsifal.’ He appeared in Opera in most of the Opera Houses of 
Italy, Spain, Portugal and Latin America. 


Following the war, Mr. Johnson was Knighted by the King of 
Italy—being created by consent of King George, an Officer of the 
Order of the Crown of Italy. 


His three years with the Chicago Opera were so successful and 
such a conquest of the intelligent public that naturally he was sought 
by the Metropolitan Opera, and in November of 1922 he made his 
debut in “L’Amore dei Tre Re.” Since then his appearances have 
simply been a succession of conquests. 

In June, 1923, he made his debut with wonderful success at 
Covent Garden in London, England, singing “Faust” to the Mar- 
guerite of Dame Nellie Melba. Mr. St. Leger conducted. 

And Mir. Johnson is only at the gateway of his great work; he is 
now being sought for Australia—and may go there after his Metro- 
politan season. 

_ The citizens of Guelph follow the career of Mr. Johnson with 
interest and pride. 


MR. FRANK ST. LEGER 


Mr. St. Leger was born in Madras, India, educated at the Royal 
Academy of Music, London, England, from which he graduated as 
Gold Medalist in 1910, and of which he was made an Associate in 1913. 


In 1912 he made his first appearance with the Cherniavskv Trio, 
arid in 1914 toured Australia with Dame Nellie Melba. Since then he 
has ‘been twice around the world. 

From 1915 to 1917, he served with the Australians in the Far 
East, and in the latter year came to America with Melba. 

In 1918 Mr. St. Leger joined the Chicago Opera Company as 
Assistant Conductor, and is still a member of that organization. 

In June, 1923, he made his debut as an Opera Conductor at Covent 


Garden, London, England, with Dame Nellie Melba and Mr. Edward 
Tohnson, 
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PROGRAM 
TUESDAY, OCTOBER 2ND, 1923 


EDWARD JOHNSON, TENOR, 
Metropolitan Opera Company. 


FRANK ST. LEGER, 
Chicago Opera Company, 
At the Piano. 
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d. Morning Hymn—(Robert Reinick)................ Georg Henschel 
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b. Leezie Lindsay—(Robert Burns)............. Arr., Fritz Kreisler 

c. She Moved Through the Fair 7 ie 
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e Come, Rest on this Bosom—(Thomas Moore)...Arr., F. St. Leger 
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f. The Minstrel Boy—(Thomas Moore)............ Arr., H. Hughes 
Air, The Moreen) 


GOD SAVE THE KING 


Nordheimer Piano Victor Records 
Courtesy of Messrs. C. W. Kelly & Son. 


PROGRAM NOTES 
sat St Ts 


To Palestrina, Lully, Stradella, Scarlatti, and a host of others 
of the Sixteenth-Seventeenth Centuries, the world of song owes far 
more than most people realize. This period marked the height of 
the renaissance in song. Without disparaging the work of contem- 
poraries of other nationality, one must give the credit for the develop- 
ment of song and its successor—the Opera—to the early Italian 
musicians. Opera was first produced in Florence towards the end 
of the fifteenth century. When one realizes that it was before Bach 
came with his immortal message that these composers lived and 
flourished, perhaps the wonder is greater. 


Stradella wrote Magen in his short life—he was but thirty-six 
when he died—and much of his work must ever remain as a monu- 
ment to creative genius. In the Preghiera he has created an atmos- 
phere of great penitence, the atmosphere only to be found in the 
dignified precincts of the Temple, and an atmosphere just as vital 
to-day as it was four hundred years ago. Religion and art went hand 
in hand in those days in Italy. The first Aria in this group of early 
Italian songs is a strikingly beautiful example of this composer’s art, 
affording the singer much scope for beauty of tone and phrasing. 
In the second, simplicity of treatment gives the poet’s meaning 
ereater significance. He thas told of the caprice of woman—‘If, when 
all goes well, this is her caprice; what must it be when all goes ill?” 


In the third song, Rontani has caught the spirit of the swain 
who has freed himself from the bond of unrequited love: “At last 
may I be cheerful who now am free from the wiles of ther, who 
loves me not!” 


Faust was first produced in Paris in 1859, and is without doubt 
the most popular opera of the French school. In this aria, one of 
the best known for the tenor voice, Faust apostrophises the dwelling 
of Marguerite. In the middle section of the Aria he turns from his 
tender musings to a vibrant exultant passage, in which the acclaims 
Nature, and in which the composer thas risen to great heights, the 
accompaniment weaving its way round the luscious phrases of the 
voice up to a brilliant climax. Then gently, Faust turns once more 
to the home of his beloved in the beautifully smooth phrase: “Salut! 
Demeure Chaste et Pure!” 
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Rubenstein, the greatest of Russian Pianists, and a composer 
with great imagination, has painted a delightful little tone-picture 
to the poem of Schurkowsky in this song. The tender delicate re- 
collection of the elusive dream is vaguely beautiful. 


“LE SONGE” 


Schurowsky er eerie 
| 829-18 


*Twas in a meadow by the way 
Where on the hay I slumber’d, 

A gentle dream upbore me where 
Float angel hosts unnumber’d, 

I waken’d and with sigh profound 
Look’d sadly vainly all around, 

A minstrel came that way along 
And sang a song so ringing. 

And thro’ the trees pass’d like a gleam, 
as still the tones were ringing, 
Were they those which from my dream 
Still to my soul were clinging? 


Georges Hite, modern in the sense that he lives and writes 
still, is one of France’s best known composers. In this song he has 
truly found the spirit of the gay Chevallier who hardly finds time 
to stay anywhere for more than a moment—the passerby. This gay 
“Passant” tells of his proposed wanderings and of all that he hopes 
to find on his return. Naturally ’tis to a lady he is talking. 


“LE PASSANT” 
Tristan Klingsor Georges Hiie 


Ma ‘belle cousine, je pars en voyage 

Et je passe pres de votre maison; 

Je m’en vais a Rowen et puis au Havre, 

Si le temps est bon. 

Le soleil se leve sur la grand’ route. 

Et le matin descend dans le vallon; 

Miais vous dormez encor sans doute, 

Votre blanc bonnet sur vos chevetux blonds. 
Dormez: 

La bise pique comme en hiver, 

Et je ne veux pas vous eveiller si tot 

Pour trinquer au son clair des verres 

En buvant trois doigts de bon vieux bordeaux. 
Je m’en vais voir la ville aux vingt églises 
Dont les mille clochetons greles 

Efflent leur dentelle de pierre grise 

Dans le ciel, parmi les tours et les tourelles. 
Mais vous dormez: 

Le soir, au retour, j’entrerai, 

Si je vois de la lumiere aux fenetres, 
Causer un peu, cousine, 

Et vous me sourirez 

Peut-etre. eee fal 


DON JUAN’S SERENADE 
(Tolstoi) 


English Version by Nathan Haskell Dole P, Tschaikowsky 
| 1840-1893 


All Grenada deeply slumbers 

To thy lattice come, appear! 

Hear thy Lover’s rapturous numbers, 
Deign his serenade to hear! 

Who my fair one’s charms and talents 
Has the boldness to deny? 

Such I challenge, boors or gallants. 
All, All, Let my poignard brand their lie! 
Dawn’s violet tender 

Grows bright in the sky; 

I sing and surrender 

My heart to thy splendor! 

O hark, while I sigh! 


From Grenada to far Cadix 

I have sought thy beauty’s star; 

Dost thou see how bright this blade is? 
Dost thou hear my light guitar? 
Ev’ry eve when thou appearest, 

Wihat fierce strife, what tender songs! 
But to thee, the fairest, dearest, 

All, all, all my heart, my soul belongs! 
Dawn’s violet tender 

Grows bright in the sky; 

My heart to thy splendor! 

O hark, while I sigh! 


Georg Henschel, a German by birth, settled in England a num- 
ber of years ago, and became famous as a teacher of singing. Yearly 
a great many students made a pilgrimage to the studio of this great 
master. In recognition of his work in the interests of musical 
development in England, ‘he was Knighted. 


MORNING HYMN 
(Morgen-Hymne) 
Robert Reinick Georg Henschel 


Soon night will pass; through fieid and grass 
What odours sweet the morning sendeth 

On vale and height “Let there be light!” 
Thus saith the Lord, and darkness endeth. 


From heaven’s expanse through all the lands 
The angels soar in raptures glorious; 

Sun’s light, unfurled, flames through the world 
Lord, let us strive and be victorious! 


aed 
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Roger Quilter a young Englishman is the composer of many 
beautiful songs—this one a setting to Shelley’s beautiful words, being 
a striking example of nature’s graces expressed in music. 


LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY 
Words by Shelley Music by Roger Quilter 


The fountains mingle with the river 
And the rivers with the ocean; 

The winds of Heav’n mix forever 
With a sweet. emotion. 


Nothing in the world is single, 

All things, by a law divine; 

In one another’s being mingle, 

Why not I with thine, not I with thine? . 


See, the mountains kiss high Heav’n, 
And the waves clasp one another; 
No sister flower would be forgiv’n 
If it disdained its brother. 


And the sunlight clasps the earth, 
And the moon-beams kiss the sea, 
What are all these kissings worth, 
If thou, if thou kiss not me? 


From the Minstrelsy of England, Scotland, Ireland and Wales one 
could compile a complete program—and it would undoubtedly be 
a very interesting one. In fact there is hardly any more beautiful tra- 
ditional folk-music than that of the British Isles. 


The features to be considered in “group building” are so many 
and intricate that one has to sacrifice individual favorite melodies for 
the general effect of atmosphere and colour. : 


The arrangements for the piano are advisedly made for the pur- 
poses of the Concert Platform. | 


MARY OF ARGYLE 


Charles Jeffreys Arr. Frank St. Leger | 


I have heard the mavis singing 
His love-song to the morn; 

I have seen the dew-drop clinging 
To the rose just newly born; 
But a sweeter song has cheered me 
At the evening’s gentle close; 
And iI’ve seen an eye still brighter 
Than the dewdrop on the rose; 
*"Twas thy voice, my gentle Mary, 
And thine artless winning smile, 
That made this world an Eden, 
Bonny Mary of Argyle! 


Tho’ thy voice may lose its sweetness, 
And thine eye its brightness too; 
Tho’ thy step may lack its fleetness, 
And thy hair its sunny hue; 

Still to me wilt thou be dearer 
Than all the world shall own; 

I have loved thee for thy beauty, 

But not for that alone; | 

I have watched thy heart, dear Mary, 
And its goodness was the wile 

That has made thee mine forever, 
Bonny Mary of Argyle! 


LEEZIE LINDSAY 
Robert Burns Arr, Fritz Kreisler 


Will ye gang to the Hielands, Leezie Lindsay, 
Will ye gang to the Hielands wi’ me? 
Will ye gang to the Hielands, Leezie Lindsay, 
My bride and my darling to be? 


To gang to the Hielands wi’ you sir? 
I dinna ken, how that may be, 

For I kenna the land that ye live in, 
Nor ken I tthe lad I’m gaun wi’, 


Leezie lassie ’tis little that ye ken, 

If sae ibe ye dinna ken me, 

For my name is Lord Ronald Macdonald, 
A chieftain of high degree. 


She has kilted her coats 0’ green satin, 
She has kilted them up to the knee, 

And she’s off wi’ Lord Ronald Macdonald, 
His bride and his darling to be. 


SHE MOVED THRO’ THE FAIR 


My young love said to me, “My mother wont mind, 
And my father wont slight you for your lack of kind,” 
And she stepped away from me and this she did Say, a 
“It will not be long, love, till our wedding day.” | 


She stepped away from me and she went thro’ the fair, 
And fondly I watched her move here and move there, 
And then she went homeward with one star awake, 
As the swan in the evening moves over the lake. 


Last night she came to me, she came softly in, 
So softly she came that her feet made no din, 
And she laid her hand on me and this she did say, 
“Tt will not be long, love, till our wedding day.” 


+h! Wit? 
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. THE WEAVER’S DAUGHTER 


County Donegal 


Ulster Ballad Arr. Herbert Hughes 


It was on a charming fine summer’s weather, 
Wihen every flower brought a pleasant scene, 
When my love he came with his hat and feather 
Unto the town of sweet Noreen. 


It’s “Modest Nancy, oblige my fancy, 
And IT’ll buy you a bright chain of gold.” 


I would not spoil my good reputation 

For all the gold you have in store, 

For they are but heartless that e’er would venture 
To fix their minds on gold I’m sure. 


Oh! she is my fancy, her name is Nancy, 
The weaver’s daughter of sweet Noreen. 


COME, REST ON THIS BOSOM 


Thomas Moore Arr. St. Leger 


Come rest on this bosom my own stricken deer, 

Tho’ the herd have fled from, thee, thy home is still here, 
Here still is the smile that no cloud can o’ercast, 

And the heart and the hand all thy own to the last. 


Oh! what was love made for, if ’tis not the same, 

Through joy and through torments, through glory and shame; 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt’s in that heart, 

I but know that I love thee whatever thou art. 


‘Thou has called me thy angel in moments of bliss, | 
Still, thy angel I’ll be mid the horrors of this, 

Thro’ the furnace unshrinking thy steps to pursue 
And shield thee and save thee or perish there, too! 


| | 
THE MINSTREL-BOY | 


The Minstrel-Boy to the War has gone, in the ranks of death you'll 


His father’s sword he hath girded on, and his wild harp slung behind 
“Land of Song!” said the Warrior bard, “Tho’ all the world betrays 


One sword at least, thy rights shall guard, one faithful harp shall 


The Minstreal fell, but the foeman’s chain, could not bring that 
The sharp he loved ne’er spoke Aeeian for he tore its chords 
And said “No chains shall sully thee, thou soul of love and 


‘hy songs were made for the pure and free, they shall never sound 


find thim; 
him 
thee, 


praise thee!” 











proud soul under; 





asunder; 






brav’ry! 








in slav’ry!” 
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